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OF THE 


Piper of Kilbarchan 


7 be Epitaph of Habbie Simpſon, 
He made his Cheeks as redas Crimſon, 


[1barchan now my ſay alas/ 
For ſhe hath loft ber game & grace 
Both Trixie and the Maiden-trace 
But what remced? 
For ns Man can ſupply his place, 
Hab Simphon's dead, 


Now who ſhail play the day it daws 
Or hunts vp when the Cock he craws 
Or who can for our Kirk Town Cauſe, 
ſtand us in ſtead ? 
On Bag-pipes now no body blaws, 
Ser Habbie's dead, 


Or who ſhall cauſe our Shearers ſhear 

Who will bend up the Brags of Weir? 

Bring in the Bells or good play Meir, 
In time of need, 


Hab Simpſon could what needs you ſpear 


But now he's dead. 


So kindly to his Neighbour neiſt, 

At Beltan and Saint Barchans Feallt 

He blew and tacn held up his Breaſt, 
as he were weid, 


But now we need not him arreſt ? 
For Habtie*s dead, 


Ar Fairs heplay'd before the Spear-men 5»t yet the man wan Hame before bim 


dil gayly graithes in their Geer-men, 
Steel Bonnets, Jacts and Swords lo clear 
Like any Bead. 


Sen Habbie's dead, 


At Clark playes when he wont to come 


His Pipe play'd trimly to the Drum: 
Like Bikes of bees he gait it bum 
And turn his Reed: 
Now all our Pipers my ſing dum 
Sen Habbie's dead, 


And at Horſe-races many a day, 
Before theBlack, the Brown and Gray 
He gart his Pipe when he did play, 

B oth Skitl and Skeied: 


( then 
Now who will play before {uchWeirmen 


Who on bis Dron bore bonny Flags, 
And babed when he blew the Bags, 


Now all ſuch paſtime's 


quite away 
Sen Habbie's Jead, 


He counted was a wall'd wight Man, 
And fiercely at. Football he an; 
At every Game the gree hae wan, 
For pith and ſpeed 
The like of #/abbie was not then, 
Bur now he's dead, 


And then beſide his valiant As, 

Art Brydels he wan many placks. 

He babbed ay behind Folks backs, 
And ſhook his Head, 

Now we want many merry Cracks 
Sen Habbie's dead. 


He was convoyet of the bride, 

With Kittock hanging at bis fide, 

Abour the Kirk he thought a pride 
the Ring to Lead 

But now ſhe may go but a Guide 
For Habbie's dead. 


So well's he keeped his Decorum, 

And al] the ſleps of Wh:p-meg moruns, 

He flew a man and wac's me tor firm 
And bare the feed. 


and was not dead, 


Ay when he play'd the Laſſesleugh, 

To {ce him toothleſs, old and reuch 

He Wan his Pipes beſide Barcleugh 

withoutten dread, is 

Which after wan bim Gear enough 
Bur now he's dead, 


Alas for him my heart is fare, 
For ot his Springs / got a Share, 


At evety play, Race, Feaſt and Fair, 
Bur Guile or Greed 


ie nced not look for piping mair, 
Sen Zab+ie*s dead, 
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